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words Sleep, Adam, Sleep by the Archangel Michael at the end,
I caught not a single definite purpose or idea at all commensurate
with the huge pretension of the musical design. That pretension
is the ruin of Eden. There is one interlude which I should ap-
plaud if it were a piece of hurdy-gurdy music for a new setting
of Linda di Chamounix; and there are plenty of other passages
which would be acceptable on similar terms.

But in a work which stands or falls as a great musical epic, they
only made me wonder what Mr Stanford would think of me if
I took advantage of my literary craftsmanship to write inane
imitations of Milton's Paradise Lost with all the latest graces of
style, and got my friends to go into raptures over its grammar
and its correct scansion. However, who am I that I should be
believed, to the disparagement of eminent musicians? If you
doubt that Eden is a masterpiece, ask Dr Parry and Dr Mackenzie,
and they will applaud it to the skies. Surely Dr Mackenzie's
opinion is conclusive; for is he not the composer of Veni Creator,
guaranteed as excellent music by Professor Stanford and Dr
Parry? You want to know who Dr Parry is? Why, the composer
of Blest Pair of Sirens, as to the merits of which you have only
to consult Dr Mackenzie and Professor Stanford. Nevertheless,
I remain unshaken in my opinion that these gentlemen are
wasting their talent and industry. The sham classics which they
are producing are worth no more than the forgotten pictures of
Hilton and epics of Hoole.

Dvorak's Requiem bored Birmingham so desperately that it
was unanimously voted a work of extraordinary depth and im-
pressiveness, which verdict I record with a hollow laugh, and
allow the subject to drop by its own portentous weight. Besides,
I do not wish to belie that steward who introduced me to his
colleague on Thursday morning (when I was looking for a seat)
as "one of these complimentary people."

Considering the mass of work to be prepared, the execution
was, on the whole, highly creditable, though I doubt if Dvorak
thought so, as most of die fatigue, the bad intonation, and the
blunders of band, chorus, and principals fell to his lot on the
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